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welcome, and I went immediately to call upon Her Majesty, finding her the same gracious sympathetic woman I had learned to admire a few short months before when we had had such royal entertainment in Brussels. As a welcoming gift I took her a fan with shell sticks, and her name on it in gold. I explained our regret that the circumstances made it impossible for us to have them with us at the White House and that I wanted them to come for a cup of tea, when I hoped the President would be able to greet the King in his own room.
They came the following afternoon, with only their young son, the Prince, and two aides. We had tea in the Red Room. When it was over I asked His Majesty if I could take him upstairs where my husband was waiting to receive him. I excused myself to the Queen, but she, with all the naivete of a girl, said: "Oh, but he must not go yet. We have a present for the President, but in spite of all our care it has never come, and we must wait here until it does so we can present it ourselves." She then explained that on their arrival in New York she wanted to bring "the box" with their personal bags but was persuaded to let it come with the big luggage. In some way it had been overlooked and she was desolated. I expressed regret at the mistake, but nothing would persuade her to let the King go up until "the box" came. Finally the head usher announced its arrival. Two men brought in and set carefully down a beautifully made box of polished wood, about three feet long and two feet wide, with mounted brass handles and raised metal lettering, reading:
Souvenir du Roi et de la Reine des Beiges a Son Excellence Monsieur Wilson President des Etats-Unis d'Amerique
When the box was opened with a key it revealed a case lined with crimson velvet and containing three trays holding eighteen exquisite plates. On every plate was a hand-painted